Presentment

ception of The Three Graces, which several great painters and
sculptors have made their subject, is of curious import towards
this universal truth. For such a grouping is only possible,
aesthetically, if its three figures are all taken from the same model.
Then, the harmony of their interflowing curves and lines springs
from the same fountain foot, and the counterpoint of their com-
parisons is based upon that identical theme or motive. This is a
fulfilment, in practice, of that desire to see the object of our ad-
miration, as it were, in simultaneous vision. The one presentment,
the living reality, is not enough. We want to have the picture of
her in every alternative at one and the same time. The clothes that
she is wearing this morning, in the summer street, must be supple-
mented by her evening figure with bare shoulders. Often, the
same person, in a long dress that sweeps upon the ground, and
with her hair dressed in a different fashion for the evening, is
hardly to be known for the girl of the same morning. The transi-
tion can be complete and absolute. The nymph whom we saw
swimming in the pool, who lay kicking her limbs under the water,
while she held with one hand to the rail, and smiled up at us with
wet lips and the water running down her face, now wears a dress
that masks her feet and legs. Or this evening phantom with her
long waist, with hair curled upon her temples, with lovely back
and appetizing shoulders upon which the lights shine, will, next
morning, throw off that sheath or chrysalis and come out from it
like the engine or machinery of her own fascination. Her limbs,
for the beautiful is never revealed as too thin or slender, stand at
the edge and go down into the water in perfection of emphasis
upon their individual being. Such are the secrets of her emergence
into the morning. Their effect is to enhance or put stress upon the
animal. She walks upon the earth and is not cast in metal It would
be easy to paint or model from this person into the triple goddess;
Januslike she must face towards and away from us, but she can
never appear except in this one identity. It would be invidious to
hang the masks of night and morning upon her.

And now the miracle happens! Slowly, slowly, it climbs out of
the earth. It grows like the magical flower la a pantomime or
ballet. First seen, her three heads with their golden locks are at
knee height, which allows of a clear view being had of their
combed and glistening fronds, fresh from the smoking tongs of
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